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communion with the Archangel Michael and
with Saint Catherine in Domremy carried her ir*
resistibly to her achievement; but no one lives in
the world without being affected by common
views and common desires. Gradually Joan's
stock of primitive virtue wore away. After
Rheims she ought to have returned to Domremy,
and in solitary communion with the highest
again filled her soul with the perfume of the Iiv
effable. Had she done so, she would have been
the greatest of the Christian saints, dowered with
the gentleness of Francis and with more than the
courage of Dominic: as simply human as St.
Elizabeth, as devoted as St. Teresa, she would
have enlarged our conception of the possibilities
of womanhood.

That was not to be. Joan was to make mistakes
like other mortals, and like others she was to fall
short of the highest, and to be punished finally,
not for her shortcomings, but for her glorious
achievement. So in the public square at Rouen,
where all the fiends of the Pit seemed loosed
against her in hoo tings and hellish laughter, the
brave woman'soul went again to God, and the
mortal put on immortality.
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